74                                 BENARES.

Of all the cities I visited, in India, Benares
struck me as the most interesting. Situated on
the sacred river Ganges, it is the chief of the
sacred cities, and thousands of pilgrims flock from
all parts of India to bathe from the ghats. It is
esteemed a blessed thing amongst Hindoos to die
at Benares, and plunging sick persons into the
water is the cause of a good many deaths. The
town is picturesque, and the streets near the
river are excessively narrow, everyone wishing to
be as near as possible to the sacred stream.

I arrived at Benares at a quarter to nine on
the morning of the 20th of February, and drove
straight to Clarke's Hotel, where I was received
by the proprietress, a showily-dressed lady, with,
an ebony complexion, who seemed to think she
was doing a great act of condescension in per-
mitting me to enter her house.

It surprises ine to note how bad Indian hotels
are as a rule. It is true that owing to the kind-
ness and hospitality of friends I did not visit
many of them, but the few I stayed in, with